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	1. Solemn Scolding

**_"Days will pass and turn into years, but I'll always remember you with silent tears." ~Anonymous_**

Chapter 1

It's been a long time since I felt this. A long time since I stood in a place like this.

I hear a bolt of lightning streak across the dark, overcast sky. A few minutes after that, I feel cool liquid flow down my cheeks

Most of the mourners pull out umbrellas so they won't get wet, but not me. Instead, I just stand in front of the grave, and let the cold, summer rain mix with my salty tears.

The water soaks the dark black dress I wore for this… solemn occasion, but I let it. I don't care, because without him, what's the point?

"Brothers and sisters, we are here gathered here to mourn the loss of a great hero… May his soul rest in peace and those closest to him, find solace in their lives. May he be welcomed into eternal life, we pray, in the name of the father and of the son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen." The black clad priest does his best to keep his rock hard composure, but I can tell that he wants to break down crying too.

The man painfully continues, "And now, we recite the Lord's Prayer." Before leading the procession with, "Our Father, who art in heaven. Hallowed by thy name. Thy Kingdom come, thy will be done, on Earth." I could feel everyone pause for a moment… as if questioning whether or not if they even believed what they were saying; even the priest paused, "…As it is in Heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us…"

"_But how?"_ I think, "_How can I forgive the person who killed my best friend…" _I pause for a moment, _"My best friend only… I wish…"_

"And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever and ever."

"Amen…" I whisper before falling to my knees. I feel helpless as I watch them slowly lower the dark oak box into the abyss of the grave.

I cry, "How could this be?! This can't be real…" the pouring rain drops feel like bullets crashing down upon my weak shoulders, "it just can't!"

"May he rest in peace." The priest quietly says, before shutting a small, brown book with a golden cross on it, turning around, and leading the procession out of the cemetery. I desperately try to stand and follow them, but instead, fall to my knees again and pound my fist against the cold, muddy ground, "Why! This has to be a lie!"

"You know this is a lie Stardust." an ethereal boy materializes behind me, "None of this is true. This is just a ruse to stop you from looking for me." I look up, "No… I whisper. You aren't real! None of this is! Marco is alive! "

I push myself out of the mud, and wipe my tears.

"Yeah, that's it… I'm still alive alright." The boy says, before vanishing, "Keep looking Stardust, you'll find me eventually."

"I will Marco… I'll find you soon." I whisper and tear up, before crying on the grave, "But why did it have to be you! Why?!" I pound my fists against the muddy ground.

Another shadow appears behind me, "Come on Star…" Marco's dad holds an umbrella over her. Then his Mom comes over and continues, "Let's go home. We know you were close to Marco, it means so much that you came." The… semi-stoic man starts to tear up, "Come on, we'll take you home… just because Marco is gone doesn't mean you can't stay with us for now… right?"

I could tell that he was on the verge of tears.

"Ok…" I quietly answer, trying not to let the salty tears appear in my voice. "Ok Star… let's take you home…" Marco's grieving mother says as she motions for me follow. And I comply.

Marco's parents lead me out of the cold, wet, dark… empty place and over to the brightly colored Ford- a stark contrast to where we just came from.

The Diaz's were uncharacteristically silent the ride home… as was I… I don't think that any of us could find a way to find a reason to be optimistic, especially after that ceremony.

The slow car ride is oddly soothing, and suddenly, I feel myself drift away…

* * *

><p>"<em><strong>Let them go Ludo!" I demand as I break into the villain's throne room, with Marco following soon after. "Or else we'll be forced to use force!" he declares as he prepares to fight off Ludo's minions again.<strong>_

* * *

><p>I wake to the muffled sound of the car's engine stopping, "Well Star… we're home…" Marco's mother- Angie says with a meek tone, "I'll… I'll get dinner started… Then we can…" Her voice trails off, and I don't blame her. I don't know what to do either, so instead of speaking I just nod and get out of the car.<p>

It's sunset under an overcast sky when I finally reach the… simple front door. I have nothing else to say about it.

Marco's father is the first to step through the mundane door, and into the quiet house.

"Why don't you uhh… head up to your room? I'll call you down when dinners ready, all right?"

I wordlessly nod and head upstairs to my room… My empty room.

I open the simple wooden door and enter- quietly trudging passed the two remaining laser puppies. Though, the dogs did latch onto my legs while I did so. Wordless, I hopped onto my princess bed.

Then, I lie facedown on the warm bed, and fall asleep- letting the night's darkness envelop my body like a shroud.

* * *

><p>"<em><strong>Marco jumps and tackles Lobster Claws, while I hop up and blast Bearicorn. Man arm tries to get the drop on me, but Marco punches him away. I respond by blasting the big chicken, causing her to drop an egg on Emmit.<strong>_

"_**Take that!" I hear Marco shout, and I respond with, "Yeah you monsters! Feel our wrath!" then together we jump at Ludo. And all he can do is hold up his weapon in desperation**_

* * *

><p>"Star, dinner's ready." I hear Angie walk inside the room, "Why don't you…" She stumbles on her words for a short moment, "Why don't you change and come eat with us?" I weakly turn my head, trying not to expose the tears running along my face, "I'm not in the mood…"<p>

"Ok, I understand…" she takes a deep breath, "I'll leave a plate of food for you on the table… come down when you feel comfortable." Then, she quietly leaves and closes the door behind her.

A few hours later I force myself out of the bed and onto my weak legs. I notice the pups tearing up- most likely at the loss of their six brothers and sisters.

"Don't worry little pups, everything's going to be fine… I hope." I whisper to them as I stumble over to the door and struggle down the stairs.

The dark house seems so empty.

There's a bowl of spaghetti on the kitchen table. It's covered in a thin layer of plastic, but from what I can see, it's hastily made. A given since I doubt Angie could make the dish without crying her eyes out. Marco loved Spaghetti…

I turn on the kitchen light and grab the plate. It's lukewarm, _"Good enough to eat…"_ Then I place the plate back on the table and walk over to the sink to grab utensils. The sink is inexplicably clean… No one had the time to go as deep as was necessary to clean it up. That's when the realization hit me… the sink isn't full of water either. There are no dirty plates or pots to be washed. It's as if someone painstakingly cleaned everything by hand… while the dirt was still ground in.

"_I wonder why everything is so clean all of a sudden…" _I grab what I need and turn around.

"Hey Stardust," The figure greets, "your food's cold."

I stood there in shock for a moment, was this real? No… it couldn't be… I saw him at the cemetery; I saw them bury his body.

"Haha, surprised to see me again huh?" I don't even know if it's really Marco. He gets out of his seat and hands the plate to me, "Don't worry about it, I'll still be here for you. I'm not dead, that wasn't my body that they buried. Besides…" He walks over and pulls me into a hug, "I would never leave you Stardust. I love you." Then he lets go, before disappearing.

For some reason, I feel dizzy as I take the… specter's advice and warm up the food in the nearby microwave. When turn back from warming the food, he's gone… again… it's as if he was never there… _"Marco… Please come back…"_

Then I shake my head, "No, he's dead… he's not coming back…" Then I slap myself, _"No! Marco's alive; he's just away on a mission is all! He'll be back soon, after all, he has my dimensional scissors!"_ Then, I place the food on the table, and eat my food quickly and quietly, like a rat looking for its next meal, or a beggar, eating before someone can steal his food.

The night is quiet. Yet, I feel as if someone were screaming at me. There is no one around, and yet I hear voices, they all tell me, "Join your dead friend! After what he's done for you, the only repayment is your life!"

"_But why should I join the dead when my friend is alive, he's just hiding away from Wavering Eyes…"_

"Of course!" I shout, "This is all an illusion caused by the Hyposister Marco and I fought last week! This is all a lie! _"That makes sense, right?"_ I wave off my doubts with, _"Of course it makes sense, why wouldn't it? Marco and I dealt with these guys all the time; I know that one of them is doing this. I'm probably in a nightmare version of Mabel's bubble! So to break free I have to pop it some how!"_ I look out the nearby window, _"Until then, I have to play along. Then, maybe I'll be able to escape."_

I look around for a moment and yawn, "_In the morning. I'll try to find a way out in the morning._" Then, I take my plate and place it in the sink; _"I'll wash this in the morning, too." _Then, I quietly leave the kitchen, turning the lights off as I do so. After that, I stumble up to my room.

The pups pout at me from the bed, "Hey you two…" I say as I climb into my princess bed, close my eyes, and let the sweet embrace of darkness take me once more.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Out of nowhere, six laser pups appear and surround Ludo. "It's all over Ludo! Free our friends or else!" I demand as a raise my wand at him. Then, without warning the six pups fire their lasers at the weapon he was holding- the Zero-Point Energy Field Manipulator. <strong>_

_**Ludo cries, "No!" As he watches the weapon glow before, exploding with a burst of lightning. The resulting weapon glows with blue instead of orange light, and quakes with pure energy. Hesitantly, Ludo grabs the weapon and glares at us with his beady red eyes.**_

* * *

><p>"Huh, huh." I wake up with sweat on my face. The two pups are still sleeping peacefully by my legs. I stare at the ceiling for a moment, "<em>That didn't happen, no, it couldn't have happened! I know he's sti-"<em>

I'm cut off by sudden nausea. I groan, before forcing myself out the bed and struggling into the bathroom- where I proceed to puke my guts out. *Ugh* "_What's wrong with me?"_ I clean myself up after that and head downstairs. The laser pups follow closely behind.

"Morning Star." Angie greets as I take a seat at the table, "Breakfast is almost ready. Why don't you get your stuff ready for school?" Angie seems to be in high spirits, like she usually is, but for some reason, I feel that even she's trying to cope with our loss…

"Rafael is already headed to work, so it's just you and me for now Star." I nod, "Ok Angie…" I watch Angie furiously scrub already clean dishes.

"You ok Angie?" I ask. She puts on an obviously fake smile and answers, "yeah, I'm fine." Then she makes me a plate of bacon and eggs, the two eggs were side-by-side like eyes, while the bacon was curved downward, giving the meal the shape of a sad face. I don't question Angie's choice of set up, and eat the food wordlessly. She serves the two pups small bowls of kibble.

I quickly eat my food and grab my things, _"Marco's not dead. What happened in that dream didn't happen!"_ I force myself to swallow the thought, _"Yeah, that's right, Marco's not dead. Marco's just coming to school late is all, he wouldn't miss a day for anything after all!"_

So, I put on my best smile and walk into the school. And for some reason, my breasts tingle a bit. I don't know why though…

I make my way through the quiet early-morning halls on my way to locker. I carefully open it, and swap out the books in my bag for those that I need.

Then, as I shut the lock, Jackie approaches me. And hugs me, before whispering, "I'm sorry for your loss Star…" she starts to tear up as I respond, "What loss?"

She lets go and just stares at me for a short moment, "Marco… he's gone…" But I wave my hand at her, "No he's not! He's just on a long trip is all… he'll be back. I know that he will!" Jackie continues to stare for a moment, before sighing and patting my back, "Yeah, he'll be back soon Star."

Then. She walks away with tears in her eyes, _"I wonder why she seems so downcast…" _I think while I force the mere thought of Marco being dead to the back of my mind, _"Why do people think Marco's dead?! He isn't! _

So, I quietly walk into homeroom and take my seat in the corner, next to Marco's empty desk. Alfonso is the first to greet me with, "Hey Star, I'm sorry about Marco…" while he awkwardly looks away and rubs his head.

But I firmly say, "Marco isn't dead, he's just… feeling a bit sick is all… he'll be back tomorrow, don't you worry!"

Ferguson comes over while I say that and asks, "You ok Star? I mean you're acting rather odd about the whole thing…" I quickly nod in response, "Yeah I'm fine! Marco's coming in soon!" After that, the troll walks in and starts her class… in which I proceed to fall asleep in.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Ludo uses the weapon to grab and punt the pups into the walls with ease. He's so fast with that weapon that we don't even have a chance to react before the six pups are bloody corpses against the brick walls.<strong>_

_**We try to attack him, but he launches bolts of lightning our way the first chance he got. Luckily, we're able to dodge the blasts in time. With the upgraded manipulator, this simple rescue mission just got a heck of a lot more complicated.**_

"_**Karate chop!" Marco comes at Ludo, but the alien is able to grab and force him back. I on the other hand, launch every magical attack I possible could. Yet, they were also easily countered.**_

* * *

><p>*Ring!* the bell goes, waking me up for lunch. Ms. Trollface doesn't say a single word to me as I walk out of her homeroom door with the best smile I can possibly muster. <em>"Marco's fine, after school I'm going to look for him. All is well here and anyone who says otherwise is lying."<em> I think as I weakly push my way into the lunchroom. I don't know what, but something's been making me feel so used up lately.

The lunch lady looks at me like I'm crazy when I ask for things like fish and tomato sauce on my mystery meat plate. After that, I take my Sardine and tomato sauce covered meal, and walk over to the table with Alfonso, Ferguson and Jackie sitting. "Hey guys…" I quietly greet.

"Hey Star…" Jackie starts, but let's her voice trail off, like she wants to say something to me, but can't bring herself to say it. I yawn, "So how are you guys feeling?"

Ferguson and Alfonso look at each other for a moment, before turning back to me, "We're fine Star." Ferguson says while he tilts his head, "You don't look so hot Star, are you ok?"

Jackie makes me turn to her, "You look sick, like you're about to puke." Then she turns to see what's on my plate, "And what the heck are you eating? Sardines and mystery meat?!"

"I haven't eaten any of it yet though…" I whisper while holding my stomach. "Hold on." I say as I get up, run to the nearest trashcan, and puke. "Star, you're sick." Jackie says as she comes to my side, "I think you need to go home…" I immediately respond, "No! I'm fine… I'll just wait for Marco to come, and then go home, ok." Jackie takes a step back, "Star…."

"Yes Jackie?" I pull up from the trashcan and wipe my mouth. "You know Marco's dead… you were there, you held his body."

"No!" I shout, "That wasn't his body! Marco isn't dead! He's just late for school is all…"

"Star, calm down." Jackie places her hand on my back, "You have to face facts, Marco is dead, and you're sick. You have to go home…"

"No he's not!"

Ferguson comes up and hugs me, "Star, he's gone…" He starts to tear up, "Ludo… he caused his death, remember? We buried him; he's gone. I'm sorry Star."

Jackie tears up too, "I wish I could've told him the truth before he died…" I turn to her, "I had a huge crush on him… but I never could bring myself to… you know, tell him…"

I have a pain in my chest, as if someone had just torn out my heart. "Marco's dead… are you sure?!" I shout at Ferguson, and Jackie answers me, "Yeah Star, he's gone."

Tears fill my eyes as I start to cry into the trashcan.

Then, Jackie whispers, "Come on Star, let's take you to the nurse, you're sick." And I comply, though I do ask Ferguson to bring my food with him. I don't know why I even want this stuff; I hate sardines.

So my friends take me to the school nurse… who proceeds to dismiss me early due to sickness, "Come back tomorrow, this is probably the flu or something. You're going to be fine." She said with a rushed tone in her voice. "I'll take her home." Jackie declares as she grabs my arm and leads me out of the school and to Marco's home. There, she leaves me with a hug and a "Feel better Star, don't worry. Everything is going to get better soon."

I don't answer, but give a downcast nod in response.

When I enter the home, I head straight passed Angie and up to Marco's former room.

"_Where are you? I know you're not dead, I just know that everyone's lying."_ I grab a picture frame off the nightstand and I look at it. There's a photo of Marco and I with the pups in it. _"I promise Marco…."_

"_But… Marco is never late… the only time he'd be late is if he's… but he can't be, I saw him after the funeral. He talked to me!_

The two remaining pups walk into the room, both with sad looks on their faces. I don't hesitate to take them in my arms. I wordlessly lie down in Marco's bed, and fall asleep.

* * *

><p><em><strong>I fire a burst of light at the monster, before teleporting to the other side of the room and firing another.<strong>_

_**Marco comes up from behind and hits Ludo in the back, causing him to drop the weapon. "It's over Ludo," I declare as I jump up and prepare to land the finishing blow.**_

_**Then, without warning, he jumps at the manipulator.**_

_**In a split second, he ducks and rolls under Marco and grabs the blaster, but I don't hesitate to fire my wand.**_

_**Ludo uses the manipulator to grab Marco, who fights with all his might to break free of its grip.**_

_**But I couldn't stop the attack; it was just too late. The blast hits Marco, sending him flying across the room. He flips around like a rag-doll, before his body crashes into the brick wall, and hits the floor with a loud *Thud*.**_

* * *

><p>I wake up with a loud gasp. <em>"It was real… Marco really is dead… and it's all my fault…." <em>I, as well as the puppies, start to cry. _"Why couldn't I stop it?! Why couldn't I save him in time?! Why is this happening?!"_

Then I realize why. It's because I spared Ludo. It's his fault that Marco's dead. If I had only treated him like more of a threat, Marco would still be alive. I can feel rage building inside of me, alongside my hunger for revenge.

I whisper, "I'm coming for you Ludo." Before getting out of the bed. I think that these pups are smart, because they get up with me, and proceed to follow me into a dimensional portal.

I promise you Marco. Your death will not be in vain.

"_**9-20-'19 14-15-20 4-5-14-9-1-12. 9-'13 10-21-19-20 19-5-12-5-3-20-9-22-5 1-2-15-21-20 20-8-5 18-5-1-12-9-20-25 9 1-3-3-5-16-20." ~2-9-12-12 23-1-20-20-5-18-19-15-14**_

**A/N Here's the start to a short story. Will update every Saturday for the next 4 weeks. Enjoy.**


	2. Solemn Notice

"_**You know what they say about revenge, you better dig two graves." ~General Shepherd**_

Chapter 2

A few moments later I step through the other end and into the dark dimension. The black citadel stands before me- the two skulls in front glowing with ominous green light, as if calling to me. _"Ludo, your time has come. You will not escape again. And this time, there is no one you can take from me."_

I immediately walk over to the guard post, where I find Buff frog caring for his Tadpoles just as a father would. "Open this godforsaken gate before I blast you into another dimension!" I demand with fire in my eyes and ice in my heart.

Bulgoyaboff quietly turns to me, making sure not to disturb the tadpoles, "Hello Madame Butterfly. Do not worry, I shall open the gate for you, but before I do so, I ask that you think about your next actions."

"I've thought this through Bulgoyaboff. Now open this fucking gate."

"I believe that you are not thinking with a clear head. I can sense heightened levels of what humans call Estrogen and Progesterone in you. Are you with child, Madame Butterfly?" The frog desperately asks.

But I just scream, "Just open this goddamned gate!"

Buff frog sighs, "As you wish Madame Butterfly." The soldier leans over to the control panel, pulls the lever and opens the metal doors for me.

Then he places his children in their fountain carrying case, turns to me and stares into my eyes, "I hope this will bring you closure, Madame Butterfly."

I don't answer.

"Diamond Dire Transformation." I solemnly command and my wand responds with black and blue light. The light envelops the two laser puppies, turning them into blue, rock wolves decorated with crimson markings, while my black dress changes into a long, black, princess gown.

"It will." I coldly answer, before stepping through the cold, iron gates and into the dark castle.

Immediately, the monster staff cowers in fear from our mere presence. I simply march past the hordes of terrified monsters as I make way through the darkened corridors on my way to the throne room.

Moments later, we stand before the small door. The two guards blocking the entrance are intimidated for a short moment, before they muster the courage to raise their tridents and charge at me head on.

The wolves maul them before they even get within stabbing distance.

With that I raise my wand and command, "Crimson Bombardment." And the wand responds by glowing with fiery aura. Then, I aim and fire a burst of energy, completely destroying the throne room door. Then I walk in and confront the green creature.

"Ludo." I grit my teeth and say in the most threatening voice I can muster, "Your time has come." Then I concentrate.

The green creature panics and desperately looks around for something to defend himself with, but to no avail.

The hearts on my cheeks glow with power, a power made from pure anger. The dark energy flows into my want within seconds, and I prepare my attack.

"Please! Spare me!" In desperation Ludo jumps at his damaged zero-point energy field manipulator and tries to it at me.

He squeezes the trigger in fear, but it doesn't work. The weapon is too damaged to make a difference. "You should've showed mercy to Marco. You shouldn't have used him as fodder." I get angrier, "You shouldn't have forced us to come here in the first place!" Then I scream, "It's your fault that he's dead! And that stupid manipulator caused all of this!" Then, Ludo desperately tries to use his set of dimensional scissors to escape my wrath, but its no use. One of my wolves snatches his set of scissors and rips his entire left hand off in the process.

"Titan Firestorm!" I shout and the wand creates a massive, blue, rocky warrior with a massive, red, double-mouthed dragon on his right, and a massive, yellow, phoenix on his left. All three creatures have a blue orb embedded in their foreheads.

The two mystical flying creatures coil themselves around the Obelisk's massive, rocky arms, before setting themselves ablaze. The warrior attacks with both of its fists; the fiery beasts engulfing his arms with sacred fire.

All Ludo can do is cower in fear as his body is engulfed in holy flames and pounded to pieces by the rocky warrior.

It's all over in an instant. I drop my wand knowing that Ludo would never bother me again.

With that, I fall to my knees wordlessly and the same crimson-hooded figure appears behind me.

"So, was it worth it Stardust?" He asks with a smug tone, "You've killed him. Murdered him in cold blood." Then, he pauses for a moment, "No, you didn't think this through Stardust; you didn't do this in cold blood, more like in the heat of anger.

"To be honest, I don't think that was worth it. Then again, I've been told that that most sadistic thing you can do to someone is to let them live with their guilt. After all, killing them gives them closure, you know, that they've redeemed themselves through death or something like that."

The ethereal figure walks over and picks up the damaged gravity gun and takes it in his hands, "An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a life for a life… Its an age-old law, you'd think that I could understand that, but you know what, I don't." He inspects the weapon for a moment and starts messing with the device as if he knows how to repair it.

"All that law ever did was continue a vicious cycle." His voice starts to get angrier, "And you've decided to continue that, and for what? Did you bring yourself closure? Did causing another person's death somehow make up for the death of your friend? Stardust, do you think risking yourself to the fiery inferno in order to avenge your friend was worth it?!" The man angrily asks.

Then he takes a deep breath and calms down, before carrying the weapon over and handing it to me, "Besides, if you were looking to make him suffer, you did a shitty job. He felt pain for at most, oh I don't know, a few seconds before the flames and punch incinerated him."

He looks me in the eyes before continuing, "So tell me Stardust, do you think murdering Ludo was worth it? Because I certainly don't, and I assume that boy would be appalled by what you just did. He doesn't seem like the type that would like retribution, let only retribution at this scale."

The teen disappears before I can answer him.

The massive creatures dissipate into dust as I just stay there, on my bare knees, _"Was this… Was all of this, worth it?" _I suddenly grab my sides; my stomach starts to hurt for some reason.

"_It had to be worth it… I avenged Marco's death didn't I?"_ I struggle to stand on my own two legs, but I manage with the help of the wolves and quietly limp over into the next room- a control room for a dimensional crystal. I hesitate for a moment, but still choose to blast the object to smithereens.

After that, I quietly limp out of the dark citadel, the monsters running away in fear of me. _"Was all this terror and destruction and death worth it? Ludo was supposed to be harmless… But he was able to kill Marco…"_ I shake my head and close my eyes, _"No, it's my fault! I should've stopped the blast the moment I saw that he was going for something…" _I punch the citadel wall in frustration, leaving a small dent in the hard brick.

It takes a few moments of painful walking for us to reach the Citadel's outer wall- where I first entered this dimension. When we finally reach the outside again, Bulgoyaboff greets me with, "So is the deed done, Madame Butterfly?"

I simply nod in response.

"Do you think it was worth it, Madame? Has Ludo's death brought you the closure you seeked?" He calmly asks, and I respond by weakly glaring at him, "I'll take that as a no." The frog says with his deep Russian accent.

With that I quietly cut open a portal back to Earth.

The Russian frog grabs my shoulder before I can step though, "Just know Madame, if you ever need someone to talk to, please, do not hesitate to come to me. I will be taking care of my babies, but there is always room for you with me."

Then, I quietly step through the portal, not even bothering to acknowledge his offer.

When I finally get back to the Diaz home, I step over to the large princess bed fall onto the soft mattress, _"This is all my fault!"_

The wolves release the power required to change them, and revert back into small pups. The two climb onto the bed beside me. I grab one, and hold it to my chest.

"_Ouch_." I think, after feeling a sudden pain in my breasts, _"What's going on."_ I try to get up so I can figure out what's happening, but for some reason I just can't get up anymore. It's as if something has just zapped my energy in a single fall swoop. Then again, I suppose raiding a citadel would take a lot out of you.

And so I lie on the bed and fall asleep.

_A few hours a later…_

"Ugh." I groan, _"What's going on with me…"_ I struggle, but manage to roll myself onto my back. _"I've been feeling weird ever since…"_ The mere idea of that night- that beautiful night- brings back so many memories. The moments of ecstasy and joy- the feeling of finally letting the truth out and then, to take that truth to the next level, I remember the feeling, the pure and true feeling. That night, Marco and I became closer than ever before…

And to think, all of that would be taken away just a few short days later brings tears to my eyes.

I weakly force myself out of the bed and onto my weary legs. I manage to get myself to move down the stairs and into the kitchen. It's night outside and no doubt Angie is already upstairs sleeping. There's another plate on the table, this time filled with tomato sauce, pasta, and a slice of garlic bread. I almost puke at the smell of the spicy food.

"_What's wrong with me? That night we…"_ I think, as I realize, _"Am I… No, I can't be…."_ I start to tear up from the mere possibility, "_If I am, how will I go on… Without Marco…"_ Then, I slam my fists against the table.

"Why couldn't I save you Marco?!" I shout, "Why is this happening to me?! This was all Ludo's fault… but now he's dead, so why do I feel like nothing's changed?!" I slap the plate away weakly, causing it to slide to the other end of the table.

"Because you're still blaming the wrong person, Stardust."

I look up at the figure with tears in my eyes. This time, it's taken the form of Ludo. He strolls over and takes a seat directly across from me, "You blamed Ludo and now you're blaming yourself. "

"So who should I blame?!" I desperately ask, this… spirit? Entity? You know what, it doesn't matter what he is. All I do know is that it isn't Marco.

He sits back, "Haha, who to blame huh? I know, why don't you blame the reason, or should I say reasons that caused you to go after Ludo. Ya know, your Echo Creek friends." Then he looks me straight in my eyes, "Or better yet, blame Marco's parents for taking you in, or maybe even your own for birthing you!" Then it laughs, "Ahh who am I kidding, it is probably your fault, go ahead and blame yourself. It's pointless to resist. You know that it's your fault! But hey, go ahead and be angry at someone else!" Then, without warning it disappears, but I still hear it whisper, "You know that it's pointless to get angry, after all, being angry won't change anything."

"_Whose fault…"_ I think for a moment, _"It's my fault and no one else's_!" I let the tears roil down my face_, "If only I was fast enough… If only I could've stopped the attack… if only I could've saved him in time!" _ I bury my head in my arms- letting my golden hair lazily droop over the table. I feel angry for being so weak, so incompetent, so weak, so… worthless. I had my best friend; my lover and I couldn't save him.

I look up and take out my wand, before angrily throwing it at the wall, "I'm supposed to be the bearer of this stupid, pathetic stick!" the pink wand leaves a dent in the drywall and hits the ground like a plastic toy.

"Star…." Marco's mother quietly steps down the hard, wooden stairs, "Why are you still up?"

I turn to her with my tear-filled eyes, "What do you want?"

She walks over and places her hand on my back, "I want to… I want…." She stutters, most likely unsure of her answer, "I want to help you… Marco was my son, I loved him." More tears stream down my face, "But you didn't love him the way I did…" I quietly say. "What do you mean?" She takes a seat to my left.

I glare at her; "I loved him… I loved him truly… He loved me…" tears stream down my face, "It's all Ludo's fault, it's all my fault!" I quickly get out of the chair and slam my fists against the hard wood.

Angie takes my left hand in her hands, "Please Star, it's not your fault…" I look her, "Yes it is. I have infinite power at my fingertips, and I couldn't save him! His death is all my fault!" Angie lets go of my hand and walks over to the pink wand, "Please Star, it's not your fault…"

Then she hands me the wand, "Maybe… Maybe you can change this."

I take the item in my hand for a moment, before throwing it at the wall again, "This is all your fault!" I screamed as I pointed at the damaged wand- its left wing now slightly bent. "If I had never even got this cursed thing, Marco would still be alive! It's your fault!" Then, get up and kick the wand, sending it flying across the room. It's your fault that Marco's dead!

"Star…" Angie starts, but instead of answering, I just quietly walk over and grab my wand and head upstairs to my room.

"_I feel horrible…" _I jump on my bed once more and immediately fall asleep.

The next morning, I wake up with the same nausea I've been waking up with for the past week.

I force myself out of the bed and stand on my weak legs, while I desperately try- and fail- to stop myself from puking all over the floor.

"Hey Angie!" I weakly yell, as I fall back onto the bed.

"Yes Star?" The woman says, obviously putting on a fake smile in a bad attempt to be as cheery as possible, "You called?"

I groan *Ugh* "Hey Angie, I'm not feeling so hot can you, can you take me to a doctor?" I ask and Angie doesn't hesitate to help me up, "No problem Star, I'll take you there right now." Then she helps me into my green dress and drives me over to doctor.

Within twenty minutes, I'm sitting in an empty doctor's office.

"Star Butterfly to room 2." The young nurse calls, and I comply by going into the white, cold office room. I sit on a soft plastic bed, covered in paper. It takes a few short minutes of waiting, but eventually the tall man in a white lab coat walks in, "Hello Ms. Butterfly. How are you doing?"

It takes all of the effort I have to not puke on his feet. "Not very well… for the past few weeks I've been having weird cravings, vomiting, I've felt tired a lot…"

The man takes a moment to think, before saying, "And? Those are the symptoms for a lot of illnesses Ms. I need something more substantial."

"And well…" I awkwardly continue, "I've felt pain in my stomach." I motion around my pelvis, "And my breasts have felt really tender too."

"Hmm," The man goes, "I think have an idea of what can be wrong with you, but you have to answer truthfully. Were you sexually active a few weeks ago?" Then he motions for me to lie down on my back.

"How long ago do you mean?"

"Oh, about six to eight weeks."

I hesitate for a moment before lying down and answering, "Yes… one time…"

Then, the man continues, "Interesting." He whispers, "Please, move your shirt up." I comply while the doc grabs a weird device and places it on my exposed belly, "I'm just using this to listen in. I have my suspicions."

"Hmm, I see." I hear him whisper.

Then, he moves away, before going into his drawer and handing me a small stick, "I believe I know why you've been experiencing those symptoms, but just to make sure, I would like you to urinate on this stick for me."

"Ok…" I let my voice trail off. Then I quietly head over to the small restroom. I take the small, white stick and pee all over the darn thing. _"I wonder what this thing is… And why the heck did the doc want me to pee on it… " _A moment after I finish on the object I walk out of the room and hand it to the doc- who is now wearing a set of plastic gloves.

The man takes a moment to read the result, "Well, congratulations Ms. Butterfly, you're pregnant."

I stare at him for a moment, "But… how? It was one time and…"

"That's all it takes miss. All of your symptoms are normal for pregnant women. They should clear up in a few weeks." The man proceeds to take out a chart detailing the cycle of a human pregnancy, "See, by what you're saying you should be in the early stages."

Shock doesn't even begin to describe what I feel, "I'm… pregnant…" The man precedes to hand me the chart, "Yeah, or at least that's what the test says. I would like to take some blood just to make sure, and I would like you come back in a week for a check up. Are you ok with that?"

"_I'm pregnant… with Marco's- the dead Marco's child… what am I going to do?!"_

"Ms. Butterfly?"

I snap out of my train of thought for a moment, "Huh, oh yeah, that's fine."

The man then motions me to sit down on the nearby chair and pulls out a needle and vial. He quickly jams the darn thing in my arm and pulls one full vial of my blood.

After that, he sends me home without any more questions. Thank God.

_A few minutes later_

"Welcome home Star!" Angie greets while she stirs some dough, "What did the doctor say?"

I hesitate, what am I supposed to say? How can I tell her that I have her son's child growing inside of me?

"Star?" She says, turning to face me with a worried expression, "What's the matter?"

I turn my head away from her, and rub my arm awkwardly.

She drops the bowl in the sink, before coming over and embracing me, "Come on Star, what's the matter?"

"I- I'm pregnant…" I quietly respond.

Angie lets go of the embrace and calmly crouches in front of me, before she asks with a slightly panicked voice, "How? Who, who's the father?"

I quietly answer, "Marco…"

She stands up in shock for a moment, before regaining her composure. "I see…" She continues in a concerned voice, before motioning me to come and sit on the couch. I comply, and she takes a seat next to me.

After a few moments of deafening silence Angie speaks up, "Tell me Star…"

"Tell you what?" I ask, with slight confusion. Angie then turns to me and answers, "Tell me, what have you done with my son… Tell me what you truly thought of him before he…"

I turn to Angie with tear-filled eyes, "I loved him… I loved him purely. I tried to hide behind a veil of ignorance… but he found out anyway. And we consummated our relationship that same day." Angie starts to tear up too. "And he's dead now… And it's all my fault!"

Then, I strike my chest, "This is all my fault," I hit myself again, "I took his seed and now it's growing within me!" I bury my face in my arms.

Angie holds me, " Now, now Star, you don't need to blame yourself, I understand."

"No you don't!" I scream, to which she quietly answers, "I know more than you'd expect." Then she lets go, "Now come on, how about we tell your parents…"

"No!" I desperately answer, "I can't tell them about this! How'll they react when they find out that my guide, a commoner, got me pregnant?!"

"They'll love you. They'll understand…." Then, Angie helps me stand up, "Now come on, let's call them. Let's- let's get this dealt with…" She struggles with her words. Then, she guides me upstairs up to my room.

"Call 'parents' please" Angie kindly asks the mirror and the object buzzes to life.

"Why hello Star and Angie, why have you called on such an… unusual day?" Angie motions to me, "Star, tell your parents the truth ok? I'll leave you three to it I guess…" Then, she quietly walks out of the room.

"Star, what is this about?" My father asks with slightly bored expression.

I hesitate for a long moment, _"Do I tell them the truth… They know Marco's dead but… can I trust them not to freak out?"_

My mom breaks the silence that had formed between us, "Star? Is there anything you need to tell us?"

"_I should tell them… They won't like it, but they need to know."_ So it takes me a moment to come up with the words, "Mom, dad…"

"Yes my dear?" My dad cheerfully says.

"There's something I have to tell you?" I awkwardly rub the back of my head as they come in closer, "I'm pregnant."

They stand there, as if stunned by a Taser.

"Mom? Dad?" I whisper.

My parents then turn to each other with worried expressions. "Mom, dad?" I whisper again, hoping to get a hopeful answer from them.

"Well, you see Star… It's hard to explain…" My dad rubs the back of his neck and my mom continues for him, "We're worried about you…"

I start to tear up, "Why…"

My parents put on worried expressions on their faces, "You've just lost your best friend… and you're pregnant with his child now."

Then my dad continues for her, "And there may be some… complications with the pregnancy?"

"What do you mean?" I hesitatingly ask. My mom answers, "You see Star… Mewman women have… trouble bringing hybrid children to full term and then giving birth to said hybrid children."

"In the best case scenario, the child you give birth to will be healthy, but you'll have to stay healthy yourself. And even in that case, there's a high likelihood of birth defects, low birth weight and miscarriage." My dad calms down to explain that to me, before continuing, "You've taken a great loss…"

"We're really worried for you Star."

I don't know why, but I decide to ask, "What's the worst case scenario?"

My parents look at each other again, "Star, we don't think-"

"Please tell me. Please, I want to know what's threating Marco and my child."

The queen sighs, before answering, "The worst case scenario is you miscarrying the child late in the pregnancy. Though, we're not sure what to think because humans and Mewmans are so similar you know, biology wise. So… there is a chance your child will be fine."

She finishes with an extremely worried tone, "But still I don't think anyone knows what's going to happen."

Then, my dad says, "We hope for the best, if you need advice, please don't hesitate to call us."

Without warning, something messes with the mirror because it suddenly fades to static and I just stand there, unsure of what to think.

The feeling of dread hangs over me, paralyzing me with its grey claws. But after a few short moments, though it feels like an eternity to me, I decide to tap the mirror, causing the static to clear up a bit.

"I warned you Moon, I warned you that having her live with a young boy would end with her getting pregnant!" my mother complains. My dad simply replies, "Calm down my dear, what matters now is not who is right or wrong. What matters is whether or not our daughter can take another potential loss!"

I choose to continue listening, and luckily they don't notice me watching.

"Well… the guardians of life and death are always able to take requests, but very few have reached them, let alone get them to grant a wish."

My dad nods his head, "You're right…" Then he hesitates, "Maybe we can find a way to help her."

With that I turn the mirror off, _"The Guardians of Life and Death… maybe there is still hope. Maybe, maybe I can make a deal with them to save Marco!"_ Then, I place my hands over where my unborn child rests, _"And hopefully my child too."_

Then, I jump under the bed, and pull out a massive book.
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**A/N Here's chapter 2. Hope you enjoyed**


End file.
